1915]        THE BATTLE OP LOOS

no reserves to follow them. Had the supports been
there, had their flanks been more secure, the enemy's
northern front must have been pierced. In less than
three hours the heroic brigade had advanced nearly
four miles, and had passed beyond all but the last
German trench line. Lens seemed already fallen,
the enemy was feverishly getting away his heavy
guns, and for one moment the fate of Lille and the
plain of Douai trembled in the balance.

Between nine and ten a senior officer of the
division took command on the hill and endeavoured
to recall the van of the advance, which was lost in
the fog and smoke of the eastern slopes, and to
entrench himself on the summit. To retire the van
was no light task. In the midst of encircling fire
it was a forlorn hope, and few returned to the
British lines on the hill. All down the slopes towards
Lens lay the tartans, Gordon and Black Watch,
Seaforth and Cameron, like the drift left on the shore
when the tide has ebbed. The day has gone when a
handful of men, like Cortes' adventurers, may con-
quer a kingdom. A modern battle is won by the
superiority of numbers at the proper place and
moment.

That night German counter-attacks were frequent
against the whole of our new line, and upon the
26th we lost the Chalk Pit north-east of Loos and
advanced ground towards Hulluch, which caused
our line to bend sharply back from Hill 70 to the
Loos-La Bassee road. On TTill 70 itself we lost some
trenches, and our hold on the place was in jeopardy.
It was a critical moment, for there were no reserves
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